20O            SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

a fourth helping of suet pudding; but nevertheless,
in the company of Mrs. Beeton and her enthusiastic
artists and lithographers, I discovered a new world.
Page after page revealed the most enchanting ccn-
fections, coloured like a May morning and luscious
even in their printer's ink; there would be Pyramid
Cream, I fancy, and certainly there was Gateau k la
Ceylon, in white and crimson, and Rose Meringue,
a most delicate and harmonious invention, and
Imperial Tipsy Cake, dark, flushed, and imperial in-
deed, the very sweet for bull-necked Csesars, and after
them a riot of gateaux, trifles and pastries; and then
perhaps best of all, for its flawless image floats trium-
phantly into the port of memory, a raised pigeon pie,
massive and golden, raised in very truth above time
and mutability, a pie that never was on land or sea.
And when I had done with these bright comestibles,
having feasted upon them as Ariel might have done,
was there not a fine coloured picture of a dinner-
table, a gorgeous perspective of napery and cutlery
and carefully ordered flowers, that for all its tame-
ness had something in it to awaken a child's wonder?,
I am much too lazy to inquire into these things,
but I trust that there really was once a Mrs. Beeton,
a super-housewife who sat down some sixty or so
years ago to tell us everything, and that w*. have not
been fobbed off with a crafty publisher's invention,
a name merely covering a synod of cooks. I like to
think that there was a Mrs. Beeton, and that there-
fore there was too a Mr. Beeton. If there was, he